EXTREMES MEET

the famous ready-made suit bought  for s;xty francs.
Shirts, ties, collars, brushes, sponge-bag, boots, another
suit, hair-wash ... but no papers.   Poor devil, Waterlow
thought.    How  confoundedly uncomfortable he would
be without his luggage.   Of course, they would never
have him from here unless ^they were  going straight
back to their base.   There might be a spare toothbrush
in the submarine 5   but probably he would not get one
before Pola.   Absurd, no doubt, to worry over an enemy's
temporary discomfort; but after all he might just as well
have had his suit-case.    When that Austrian submarine
kidnapped those British officers from a steamer in the
Ionian, they had been given time to pack their luggage.
Gentlemanly fellows, the Austrians.    One would have
liked to show as much courtesy in return.   He put the
things back in the suit-case and shouted for Spiro.

"1 don't want anything taken out of this," he said
severely.   " And you will be held responsible if anything
is missing when I go through the contents again."
Spiro bowed.

" I have water ready for you, Capitame."
He let the giant help him along to make a kind of a
toilet and bathe his ankle which was badly swollen, but
hurting less.                                              ^

" I don't think I can get my boot on again," he said.
" No, no," Spiro agreed, " it would not be good." He
wrapped the foot up in silk bandages he had obtained
from the proprietor's wife, produced two sticks, and
led the way to the coffee which had been laid on the
terrace. As he passed the room where Queenie was
talking to the wounded boy, he looked in to call her

to join him.
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